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before his eyes was the sword again and the hateful
torment of man by man, and the sunlight in the
small window, obscured for a moment by the cloud
shadows, became a symbol for him of the light of hit
little home that chance had again extinguished,

In Daulat Ram's mind, the vision of Mangatan-
wala crumbled to pieces, A* a haven of security
and contentment it lose all meaning,

And, in a flash, he hated MangMnwalaas much
as he had hated Muzaffarnagar, In fact, he hated it
more, because to lose Mangatanwala w<n a harder and
rougher jolt, dislocating life with the suddenness of
lightning,

He made his decision quickly, and, before thf
sunset the family had taken leave of their Guru and
were well started on their journey. They mutt get
** jar away as possible, before the news of their
sudden departure spread,